THE ENTRANCE TO HEAVEN


(A short story)





While comfortably asleep at home, I dreamed that God, upon showing me the entrance to Heaven, asked me what certain place or seat I would like to have for all eternity. After thinking for a moment, I answered, "a nice seat, someplace where I could see and hear everything that was happening in Heaven. I wouldn't want to miss a thing."


Before I could say more, God left to deal with some other matter. I was grieved to see Him leaving, but my concern quickly vanished when He said He would be back shortly. 


As I began to consider His question and my answer, another fellow came along whom I recognized as someone I knew. While I could not remember his name, I did remember that he always seemed to be full of zeal and enthusiasm, but for what, I had never quite been able to determine. As I started to say hello, he called me by name and, seeing that I was quite preoccupied, asked what was troubling me. Delighted to have someone to talk to, I quickly told him about God's question and my answer.


Before I could finish telling him, he begin to tell me how pleased I should be that God would allow me to choose my place in Heaven. How faithful I must have been, he said, to have earned such an honor. "Your works must have exceeded mine because I have been here for some time and God has not asked me this or any other question" he said.


His comments then turned with irrepressible enthusiasm to the world below, describing how he had accepted Jesus when he was twelve years old, and how he had become rich, influential, and wise. He spoke of the "high" positions he had held within his church and the money and time he had given to it, how he helped many colleges and seminars, and how he had been a Sunday School teacher and taught his students to be good so when they died God would let them into Heaven because "they had been good, you see." He said that he had "personally" persuaded many "hundreds" of people to "accept" Jesus, and that he had even once traveled as a Christian missionary to Africa but, "after a couple of weeks," had returned home because he couldn't really accomplish anything in "that place." For hours, he expounding his virtues. He then told me that his pastor had told him that the best place, "the best seats in Heaven," were beside the throne of God and that he would have one of those seats. As he was leaving, I heard him say something about how he should be honored for his good works.


As I consider his words, I become sick at heart. Had I become haughty and high-minded? Had I been presumptuous and asked for something I did not deserve? Then, I began to see that I was "as an unclean thing," and that all my "garments of righteousness" were as "filthy rags," to be discarded. I started to feel that I did not deserve anything from God, especially to enter His kingdom and be with Him for all eternity. 


Then I heard Him say, "Fred, you have been made righteous by the substitutionary sacrifice of my Son." Thinking that God was there with me, I cried out to Him with a loud voice, "I understand that I did not accept thee, but that thou loved me and chose me before the worlds were framed; that Thy love for me has always been from eternity past and will continue for all eternity, an everlasting love that I did not merit."


Realizing that I was alone, my thoughts turned to the scriptures I had long ago memorized: For the wages of sin is death; but the gift of God is eternal life through Jesus Christ our Lord, Romans 6:23; But with the precious blood of Christ, as of a lamb without blemish and without spot, Who verily was foreordained before the foundation of the world, I Peter 1:19&20; and, To whom coming, as unto a living stone, disallowed indeed of men, but chosen of God, and precious, 1Peter 2:4.


�
These verses vibrated through my mind with great force as they fortified the truth that I had just realized: eternal life; foreordained before the foundation of the world; salvation, a free gift from God; justified through Jesus Christ, God's precious Son died for me, the just for the unjust. I began to cry as I meditated on these powerful scripture truths.


My tears begin to flow even more as I started to realize that the "free gift" of salvation was really a priceless gift, a gift obtained at so great a cost that no price could be put on it. I thought of a story of a man whose son had descended deeper into the ocean than anyone had ever gone before, and, from the ocean floor, he collected several oyster shells. Soon he returned to his ship; and, upon opening one of the oysters, he found a pearl, a perfect pearl, larger and more beautiful than any found before. However, the effects of the dive were more than his body could withstand and, shortly, he died. The pearl was given to his father. Years later, a very rich man heard of the pearl and wanted it. Upon locating the father, he ask to buy it. The father said he could not put a price on such a valuable pearl. The man, in an attempt to get the father to set a price, said he would pay any amount of money, just name the price. "You don't understand," said the father, "this pearl is priceless; it cost me the life of my son. How can I put a price on it? I cannot, and therefore I cannot sell it, but I can give it to you, a free gift from me to you."


I thought of my miraculous conversion, of God's "free" gift of salvation given to me: According as He hath chosen us in Him before the foundation of the world, that we should be holy and without blame before Him in love: Having predestinated us unto the adoption of children by Jesus Christ to Himself, according to the good pleasure of His will, To the praise of the glory of His grace, wherein He hath made us accepted in the beloved. In whom we have redemption through His blood, the forgiveness of sins, according to the riches of His grace; Wherein He hath abounded toward us in all wisdom and prudence; Having made known unto us the mystery of His will, according to His good pleasure which He hath purposed in Himself: That in the dispensation of the fulness of times He might gather together in one all things in Christ, both which are in Heaven, and which are on earth; even in Him: In whom also we have obtained an inheritance, being predestinated according to the purpose of Him who worketh all things after the counsel of His own will: That we should be to the praise of His glory, Ephesians 1:4-12.


I thought of God's promise: How much more shall the blood of Christ, who through the eternal Spirit offered Himself without spot to God, purge your conscience from dead works to serve the living God, Hebrews 9:14.


I thought of God's assurance: But ye are a chosen generation, a royal priesthood, a holy nation, a peculiar people; that ye should shew forth the praises of Him who hath called you out of darkness into His marvelous light: Which in time past were not a people, but are now the people of God: which had not obtained mercy, but now have obtained mercy, 1Peter 2:9&10.


When God returned He found me with head hung with eyes full of tears. "Why are you crying, my son?” He asked. I fell to my knees and told Him how thankful I was for His love for me, and of how I could never repay Him for His great grace that He had so mercifully bestowed upon me. I also told Him that my answer to His question was wrong, and that I now realized that I did not deserve to choose my seat in heaven.


As God gently lifted me to my feet, he wiped away my tears and explained that every seat in Heaven was a perfect seat; and, as He carried me in, He said, "Enter, my son, into eternal rest."





March 16, 1992
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